Themofl hmentahle Tragedy 

rtih M*rcMti<nhoacon((xt^ »andthou 
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'°£Vctalkehere inthe publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw untolbme private place, 

Orreafon coldly of your grievances, 

I willnot budge tor no mans plealure I. 

Romeo. 

Ti Well,peacebewithyoufir,herecomesniyman. 

yJ^^r.But Ilebc bang’d fir if he weare your Livery : 

Mamy goebefore to field, hee’ll be your follower. 

Your worfhip inthat fenfe may call him mam ^ 

Tib. Romeo, tht love Ibeare thee can aftoord 
No better teatme than this = ^hou arta Vi llaine. 

Rom. Tibalt, the reafon that I have to love thee. 

Doth much excule the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am "one. 

Therefore farewell, I feethou know ft me not. 

Tib. Boy, this (hall not excufethe injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore tnrne anddraw. 

Idoe proteft I never injur d thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft devile, 

Tillthou (halt know the reafon of my love : 

And fogood Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be fatisfied 

Mer. O calme difhononrablc, vile fubrnmion, 

^9 carries it away : 

TV’Wr, you rat-catcher , will you walke. 

Ti^.Whatwouldft thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King ofCats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives that I meane to make bold withaJ, and as you (liall 
life mee hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluckeyourfwotd out of his Pilcherby the cares? makehatt^ 


left mine be about your cares etc it be out. 

Tib. I am for you. 

Gentle Mer cut to put thy Rapier up, 

Mer. Come fir, your Paflado. 

Tz- T)tz\N Benvolio^ beat downe their weapons : 
Gentlemen for (hamc fbrbeare this outrage. 
i '1- f, the Prince exprelTely hath 

rorbid bandying in Verona's flreetsj 
Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

. .^tvajThuk, 

Mer. I am hurt : 

A plague a both houfes , I am fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? 

3 Icratch, marry tis enooeh ; 
WhereismyPage?goevillaine feccL Surgeol 
Courage man, the hurt cannotbemuch. 

. • “S"ot fodeepeasa Wcll.norfowideasaChnrrl 
doore,but us enough, twill (erve a fnr “'"*'-hOrd 
you (hall finde met a crave f 
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betweene Ua t , was nun 

(^*«.Ithoughcallfortheheft. 

Or I (hall faint ; a plague a both your houfes. 
They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have It, and Ibundly to your houfcs^ 

T^m. This Gentleman , the Princes neere 

In my behaIfe,myrepuracion ftain’d 

that an houre 

Hatbbeenemycoufin. OfwcetM.r, 

% beauty hath made me efteminate, 

And inmy temper foftned valours fteele. 
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